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This is my reed, there was a time 
I played upon it. Take it and lay 
Your fingers on its stops. 

Its melodies were strange, 

But you shall play 

Music more sweet than mine— 


Play on it child. 
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HE beasts of the jungle and field are born 

To arise and stand on their feet alone, 

And follow their dams fot the milk they give, 
Through the grass or the thorn that they may live. 


And I who am made to be master of these, 
And inherit my father’s majesties, 

Am born so weak that I have to be 

Laid on the breasts that nourish me. 


E34) 


oA CIRC"ING arm 


Holds me in place, 
Pressing warm flesh 
Against my face; 


My hand upholds 

A globéd ball, 

All smooth and soft 
And beautiful. 


On which my lips 

Lie crushed and pressed— 
A hungry mouth 

On a cool breast. 


[41] 








ouR fires are out, 
White heat and red, 
The burning flames 
Extinguishéd 


That leaped in you, 
As now within 
This child you try 
To discipline. 


To keep you calm 
And free from wrath 
Stir up the ashes 

On your hearth. 


eg | 


uT of desires you gainsaid, 

Out of your will to be obeyed, 

Out of my wrath my soul is made; 
For violence and sudden rage, 

My ancestral heritage 

Are implements with which to prove 
How quickly anger turns to love, 
And I whom you must teach to live 
Am quick to love and to forgive. 


C8 


HILE an impartial magic clings 

To earthly and celestial things, 

My mind assembles shell and stone, 
Insect and blossom, star and moon 
Impartially, and makes of these 
Symbols to serve my fantasies: 

It will not matter how you prate 

Of space and distance, size and weight 
I will regard with equal awe 


A falling snowflake or a star. 


More vulnerable my flesh and blood 
To sting and lash and threatened word, 
Before I learn the stars by name 

I can distinguish joy from pain, 

I know the penalty of hate 

And that my heart is passionate, 

That to each other, you and I 

Bring happiness and misery. 


[oJ 


[10] 


HERE'S anger in 
My soul. 
Hate burns me like 


A coal. 


I think of death 
And blood; 
I'd kill you if 
I could. 


You are so great 
And strong, 
I cannot do 


You wrong. 


Nothing that I 
Can do 

Can hurt 
Or injure you. 


O#! many a time 
My soul’s been slain, 
Joy is its clime. 

It dies of pain. 


It has been killed 
But it can forget; 
No tears have spilled 
On my soul as yet. 


Not yet! for it dies 
From the thong of pain; 
With tears in my eyes 


I can smile again, 


Renascent, bare,— 
A soul reborn 
To breathe the air 
It lives upon. 


Cir] 


(0) HERE has my grief gone, 
Where is my tear? 


Now I am happy— 
Did it disappear? 


Up in the willow 
Sang a bright bird, 
Heavenly music 

No one else heard. 


[12] 


0 ike comes slowly, 

Like a tide, 
Gently lifting up, 
Inside ; 


And when its quiet tides 
Are full 

I feel so good 

And beautiful; 


But hatred comes 

Like sudden pain, 

That burns me up 
In its red flame; 


And when its fires 
Fill my mood 
I see the world 


All bathed in blood. 


CR 


[14] 


WALK in freedom large and wild, 
The liberty of beast and child; 
Placed in a world where flowers grow, 
And fruits of tempting sweetness glow, 
Where light and shadow, cloud and sun 
Invite to happiness and song, 
I would despoil my paradise 
In my own free unruly wise, 
Pick all the flowers that I love, 
Eat the sweet fruits I’ve tasted of, 
Run into every lane and street 
Without your shackles on my feet; 
But I am bound in every move 
I make to grasp the things I love, 
And this bright world that I am in 
Grows dark with your harsh discipline. 


I hate you when you govern me, 
Checking my flight towards ecstasy, 
Your laws and barriers I meet 

With clenching fists and stamping feet; 


You watch me pound the doors you bar 
And see how red my passions are, 
And my behavior swift and wild 
Appalls you in a little child, 

So you will say that I have got 

A devil in me fierce and hot, 

And think, “A violent man he’ll be, 
His lawless temper frightens me” ; 
You'll wonder by what curious freak 
I came by such an ugly streak; 

And grow discouraged in your task 
Of binding me in shackles fast. 


om 


[16 ] 


AM wild, 
And must be broken, 

I am free, 
And must grow tame; 
I must hear 

Strange symbols spoken, 
Learn my primal 


Sins by name. 


Hate and fury, 

Greed, uncleanness,— 
Passions hot 

That wax and wane; 
Lies, dishonor, 

Craft and meanness,— 
Attributes 

Of the cold brain. 


Curious symbols 
Which must bring me 
Knowledge of 


How base I am, 


That I may slay 
The fiends within me,— 
Hew myself 


Into a man. 


[C17] 


Ge than I 
And stronger too, 
Yet I defy 
And challenge you. 


Weapons are yours 
To conquer me. 

Your strength insures 
Your mastery. 


Then use your hand 
To forge the chain. 

And light the brand 
And blow the flame. 


[18] 


Wb SECRET sin is pressed 
Against my guilty breast, 
It burrows into me, 
(My fearful, hidden sin) 
Afraid of discipline 
And cruelty. 


You ask, with searching eyes 
That move my lips to lies, 

And make my cheeks flush hot, 
Did I commit this crime, 

This fearful guilt of mine, 

Or did I not? 


I feel my secret sin 

Burrow more deeply in, 

My heart grows cold as snow; 
I look at you and smile 

As though I knew no guile, 
And answer “No.” 


[19] 


[207] 


Can you expect forsooth 

This flower you call the truth 
To spring up suddenly, 

In hearts which you have made 





Suspicious and afraid 
That once were free? 


THER child, 

Did you cry, 
“Let’s steal apples,” 

Or did I? 


Did you climb 
The apple tree 
And pluck the fruit, 


Or was it me? 


Did I say 

“He told me to,” 
When they found us, 
Or did you? 


[2] 


Brack beetle, I’m going to tell you 
How much I hate you. 
I want to kill you, 
Like a fly! 


White lily, I want to smell you. 
I’m going to take you 

And spill and spill you 

Till you die! 


[22] 


ow have I learned 
To tell apart 
Angel and Fiend 
Within my heart? 


One you name Bad 
The other Good 
And stamp your sign 
On deed and mood. 


With sign of Fiend 
Upon my heart 
From all the world 
I walk apart. 


But when I’m stamped 
With Angel’s sign 
The love of all 

The world is mine. 


baa) 


[24] 


F I should find 

A fallen bird 
With broken wing, 
A mole that lay 
Upon its side, 

A living thing 
That bled and died, 
I should be stirred 
By suffering, 

I should feel grief 
Within my soul. 

I'd touch the bird, 
The dying mole 
Gently, gently. 

I am kind. 


HAVE a cruel, 
Cruel heart. 
I’ve pulled apart 
With furious joy 
The fragile wings 
Of gnat and fly:— 
All the little 
Helpless things 
Make me want 
To hurt them, I 
Love to hurt— 
I don’t know why. 
I’ve tortured ant 


And butterfly. 


[25] 


[26] 


Y arm is thrown 
Around my brother, 
Our cheeks and arms 
Are closely pressed, 
We walk in peace— 
We love each other, 
I feel his laughter 
In my breast. 


My laughter’s mingled 
With my brother’s, 
Our very hearts 

And souls combine, 
Our voices answer 

One another’s— 

I cannot tell 


His words from mine. 


But soon we part 
From one another. 
A blow, a wound, 
A shifting mood, 


Then brother rises 


Against brother. 
We'd slay each other 
If we could. 


[27] 


Yy Joy 

A lifted soul that sings 

In love with this bright toy 
The vendor brings. 


Y Grief 

A red balloon that’s blown 
From my delight so brief, 
Towards the white moon. 


[28] 


y Hate 

Red frenzy that desires 
To kill and devastate 
With scorching fires. 


y Love 
The tender tears that start 
When rage is spent, to prove 


My contrite heart. 


[29] 


[ 30] 


WATCH the stars 
In night’s dark pool 
And know that they 
Are wonderful; 


Then love wakes up 
Inside of me, 
Coming so soft 
And quietly ; 


It seems to be 
The gentlest part 
Of happiness 
Within my heart, 


And as sleep comes 
To smother me, 

I feel it moving 
Quietly, 


B BYOND the circle of your eye 
I cannot go in search of new 
Meadows and meads of sheer delight, 
I cannot run in fields of play 
Beyond the orbit of your sight. 
From you, my master and my love, 
I cannot venture far away. 
Not your stern laws have taught me this 
Master and love, but many a day 
In pastures where I sought my bliss 
I fell on brier, spike and thorn, 
Then with blind anguish I have come 
To you, who fold me in your arm 
And heal my sorrow with your kiss. 


aig 


[ 32] 


(0) oorty lamb, woolly lamb, 


I’ve loved you so long, 
I have been your shepherd 
Till your legs are battered 


And your wool is worn. 


Woolly lamb, woolly lamb, 

I’ve loved you the best, 

In the day I’ve played with you 
And at night I’ve laid with you 
Folded in my breast. 


Woolly lamb, woolly lamb, 
Shorn of all your wool, 

When I woke to clasp you tight 
In the middle of the night 

How my heart was full! 








’m shivering yet 
With ecstasy, 
And fonts of joy 
Inhabit me. 


Therefore I live 
In regions where 
The naked soul 
Goes stark and bare. 


Remembering still 
The world from whence 
Came happiness 


And innocence: 


My soul’s unclothed 
And without guile— 
I am its master 

For a while. 


[351 


[ 36 ] 


HAVE no word 
For all 
My joy in June, — 
The call 


Of bird to bird, 

The smells, 

The flowers and buds, 
And bells. 


Only a sense 
So bright 

Of the blue sky 
And light 


Upon the grass 
So green,— 
The thought that I 


Have been 


Here, sometime 
Long ago, 
But when, 
I do not know. 


® EFORE I knew 
The curious laws 
Of sun and moon 
And clouds and stars; 


When they were pictures 
On my sky, 

Loved by the names 

I called them by; 


Beauty was mine,— 
Untarnished, bright, 
Radiant beauty 
Virgin white; 


Pointing I’d smile 
And say, “My sun! 
My clouds! My stars! 
My silver moon!” 


Car 


N the field 

Beneath the hill 

I drew a deep breath 
Standing still; 


I felt quite sure 
Each flower and tree, 
The earth and sky 
Belonged to me. 


Watching clouds 
And mountains shine, 
I was glad 

That they were mine. 


[38] 


FRAGRANCE and sound 
Make me rejoice, 
Color and light 
Give me delight, 
The lifted voice 
Of bird, the sight 
Of petals on the ground. 


When day is clear 

As shining glass, 

And fruit tree bough 

Is white with snow, 

I smell the grass 

And flowers, and Oh 
What heavenly birds I hear. 


[39] 


[ 40] 


AM outdoors 

In the warm air, 
And there is fragrance 
Everywhere; 


Green is the grass, 
The sky is blue, 

And white the boughs 
I’m looking through; 


The blossoms fleck 
My upturned face 
With fragile shadows 
Changing place; 


And under all 
My shadows cool 
My joy is bright 
And beautiful. 


N my hot hands 
I’m grasping tight 
A little bunch 

Of flowers bright: 


Quaker-ladies 
Nearly dead, 

On slender stems 
As thin as thread. 


Some violets 

With tongues dropped down, 
A dandelion 

Turning brown. 


I hold them out 
For you to see, 
And smile my smile 


So happily—— 


If you could know 
What lots I’ve seen, 
In the green field 
Where I have been! 
[4r J 


T LIE in bed 
And watch the breeze 
Make sunny holes 
In maple trees; 


It’s blue and gold 
And green outdoors, 
The sunlight spatters 
Walls and floors. 


O! when I’m out 
In the bright sun 
How I shall leap 
And dance and run! 


[ 42) 


CANNOT see 
The blue of day,— 
Only branches 


Brown and grey; 


It’s dark among 

So many trees, 
Standing up 
Without their leaves; 


And as I walk, 

I don’t know why, 
I draw my breath 
So quietly. 


[ 43] 


HEN I woke up 
There I was laid 
Upon my bed, 
I kind of prayed. 
I was not lonely 


Or afraid. 


I gave a sigh, 

My breath was warm; 
All the stars 

Were in the room. 

I was not frightened 
Or alone. 


[44] 








oe leopards and the other 

Creatures wandering glade and fen 
Do not walk beside their mother 
After she has nourished them. 


When the whelps are weaned, the udder 
Dry, the lioness is gone 

Roaring up the glade; nor shudder 
Little lions left alone. 


Would they not be scared, and stumble 
Up the glade to reach her knee 

Had she taught them in the jungle 
Words my mother teaches me? 


par 


[ 48] 


ou have knowledge, 
I have none. 

I learn of you 

For I am dumb. 


For clouds and stars 
You give me words, 
For trees and flowers 
And singing birds, 


If in the guasses 

I should find 

A shining serpent 
Coiled and twined, 


And asked its name 
For beauty’s sake, 
You'd cry, “Beware,— 
It is a Snake.” 


RAw your breath deep, 
Hush, it is dark, 

I go into the darkness: hark 
How still and quiet, 

People sleep. 


I touch the ground 

With silent tread, 

In front of me, and overhead 
The stars are falling 

With no sound. 


The dark is deep, 
I’ve lost my way, 
The night is different from the day, 
I am bewildered— 


Do not speak! 


[491 


[so] 


OVERHEARD 
Their whispering, 
I heard them say 
The awful thing; 


And now the night 
Has shut me in 


With what I heard 
Them whispering, 


I cannot lie 

All stark alone, 
Shut up with fear 
In this dark room. 


Come! Someone come! 
I am afraid! 

It isn’t true, 

The thing they said. 


H USH, people in the noisy street, 
Be silent, let the funeral pass, 
The black cars, and the house of glass 
With the small white box inside, 
Stop hurrying by with noisy fect, 
Hush,—a little child has died. 


Upon the small box there are sweet 
White flowers, and the parents ride 
Behind the house all made of glass 
Dressed in their black clothes, side by side. 
Hush, people, let the funeral pass 

Be still, a little child has died. 


[si] 


[5 


G 


op made the sun and moon, 
The mountains and the sea. 
God made everyone; 
He can punish me. 


He knows my hidden sin, 
And every time I lie. 
I cannot see Him 


Or His Watching Eye. 


The foxes in their holes, 
The birds in the blue air, 
Little children’s souls 
Are in His care. 


Does He use a rod 

For children, beasts and men,— 
What does Almighty God 

Do to punish them? 


(0) BY does it make 
My heart afraid, 
When the winds blow 
And the waves break, 
Why do I dread 
To lie awake? 
I do not know 


I cannot say. 


When light has fled 
From the bright day, 
Why do I dread 

To be alone, 

When the winds blow 
And the waves moan? 
I do not know 

I cannot say. 


[531 


HE shining strands 
Of star and moon, 
Fell from the sky 


Into my room, 


I clasped my hands 
And softly prayed, 
“Don’t let me die 
Dear God,” I said. 


“T am alone 
And feel afraid— 
Don’t let me die 


Dear God,” I prayed. 


[541] 


oN y sleep should be 


A vestment white 
‘To cover me 
Against the night, 


A winding sheet 
To swathe me tight 
From head to feet 
Secure from fright. 


And yet it seems 
A house instead 
Where awful dreams 


Are tenanted, 


Which stalk from room 
To room to scare 

A child alone 

Who’s lying there. 


[55] 








Lees 
hie ae 


e utag ‘ tea . 
at el ent we 





AC mind is full of images 


And fantasies, I see 
there is 





Fiction in everything, 
No reality. 


I make my playthings take the part 
Of visual thoughts,—for me 

All things are real, through this my art 
Of imagery. 


Give me a stick or a stone or a clod, 
Leave me under a tree 
And let me play, I shall be God 


Immediately. 


I’ll make these lifeless things take form 
And substance: they shall be 

My children. Let me play alone 
Under a tree. 


[59] 


E beckoned me, 

And smiled, 

The other child. 

I ran to him, and he 
Looked at me 

And smiled. 


“Now I am dead,” 
He cried, 
And died. 

Then I fell down, and said 
That I was dead,— 
And died. 





We both arose, 
And each was slain 
With mortal pain, 
And each did close 
His eyes, 

And rise 

From death again. 


[ 60 J 


) HEN I play 


With bits of clay, 
Tiny balls 

Are grubs and bees, 
Slender rolls 

Are forest trees, 
Larger balls 

Are boulders grey. 


I make them all, 
Each tiny ball 

And slender roll 

Is made by me 

In memory 

Of things I’ve found 
Close to the ground 
In places green 


Where I have been. 


Beside this stone 


Some flowers have grown, 


[61 ] 


Where this tree shoots 
Its twisting roots 
Snakes’ eggs are laid 
Which I have made: 
Here is the snake 
Come out to bake 

In the warm sun. 


I touch and move 
These things I love: 
With bits of clay 

I am at play 

In a green grove 

Far, far away, 

Where I have been 
When trees were green. 


[ 62 ] 


inst Mary says 
“T’ll be the mother,” 
Then all three smile 
And wait awhile; 
Then Rachel says, 
“T’ll be the father,” 
And still they smile 
And wait awhile; 


Next Mary says, 
“You are the baby,” 
And on the sled 
Puts Grace to bed; 
Soon Rachel says 
“Yes, she’s the baby, 
Our little sled 

Will be the bed.” 


The game is finished,— 
Father, mother, 
A child in bed 
Upon a sled; 
The game is finished, 
We are silent— 
Grace smiles in bed 
Upon her sled. 
[63] 


[647 


ec AC* picture’s beautiful, 


But not complete: 
A house, a tree, a moon 
Upon the sheet; 


The crooked house is red, 
The tree is green, 
The sky’s the darkest blue 


I’ve ever seen; 


The house has little squares 
For windows bright, 

With yellow coloring 

To make it night; 


The moon is yellow too, 
For further proof, 

And there are yellow stars 
Above the roof. 


I want a child behind 
A window bright, 

Inside my crooked house, 
Watching the night 





My head is in my hand, 
I keep it there: 
How can I draw a child 
Inside a square? 


WANT to make 
Himself take shape, 
My elephant— 
To have him true 
Like in the zoo 
But oh, I can’t; 


I see him stand, 

A creature grand, 
In memory, 

His snaky nose 
Like a long hose 
Reached out to me: 


His ears like leaves 
Of giant trees 
Flap down his face, 
A turtle’s tail 

So thin and frail 


Hangs down in place. 


I’ve rolled his tail 
Slender and frail, 


His ears are made, 


C65] 


[ 66 J 


I’ve got a nose 
Long as a hose, 
Beside them laid. 


These bits of him 
I’ve modeled slim, 
Now they are done, 
If I could make 
Himself take shape 
I’d stick them on. 


TO) NP of the blizzard 
Blow, blow, blow 
Showers of snowflakes over me, 
When they fall on the ground, 
When they fall on a tree 
They get themselves lost 
In the white of the snow, 
But when they touch me 
O wind, where I stand 
They are flowers of frost, 
They are stars in my hand. 


[67] 


[ 68 ] 


’vE dug a hole 

And made a straight 
Canal down to the sea, 
I sit and wait, 

And wait and wait, 
And watch the great 
Green breakers roll 
Their waters up to me. 


For every wave 

Will break, and spill 

Its waters on the sands; 
And some will save 

A stream for me 

That fills my hole 

And wets my hands 
With water from the sea. 


Then I will sit 

And play with it, 
The water in my hole, 
Digging my hands 

In the wet sands 

Pll play with it— 
I’ll make the whole 
Ocean belong to me. 


IN Cees knew 

That I was there, 
The children threw 
Their balls in air, 
I had no one 
To play with me. 
I played alone,— 
I didn’t care. 
The children threw 
Their balls in air. 


I seemed to swell 
And burst inside, 
“O I am Big, 
Big, Big,” I cried, 
I had a sense 

That I was God, 
I felt immense— 

I raised a sword— 
“O I am Big, 

Big, Big,” J cried. 


[69 1] 
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PART TWO 
THREE SONGS TO 4 HILL 





) HAT am I hill 
That you should be 
Myself—a part of me, 
My wish, my mood, 
The breath I take,— 


What am I hill 

That you should brood 
So deep in me 

That you can make 
Me grass and stone 
And sunny tree? 


The young leaves fill 
With wind—a cloud 
Flings a shadow 
On the grass: 
Shadows pass, 


The air is still. 


What am [ hill 
The swaying grass, 
The trees that sway, 
The granite boulder, 
Or the spray 
Of wild white bough 
Against the grey? 
L473 al 


DEWY, dewy hill 
With sheep that graze in peace 
Upon your side. 
By what unearthly law 
Of unimagined star 
Have you identified 
Yourself with my unrest? 
Could love be satisfied 
Or vanity or pride 
There would be something more 
That I should need; 
The sheep that crop the weed 
Have not this poignant need 
Nor birds that wing their way 
Across your breast. 


[74] 


Hiss your green breast 

Within my heart, O hill. 
You cannot give me rest, 
But deeper still is love. 
Peaceful your grove, and yet 
Love is not ever still; 


Sweet is your breath, arid wet 


Your dewy feet, O hill, 


[C751] 





SIX SONGS TO MY FRIENDS 


‘> 


S 





‘B BLOvep stranger, nay 
Let us contend no more, 
Remote as flower and stone 
Are we from one another. 
Yet each the flower 
And each the stone. 
And each of us alone; 
Therefore let us not weigh 
The sorrows we have known. 


Each has her own. 


Yet when I know you are 
Removed from me most far, 

I touch your secret heart. 

When we are most apart 

Then can I read your heart. 
But distant as a star 

Is from another star 

Our hearts when we are near— 


Nearest each other, dear. 


[79] 


Yo cannot give away 
Your heart with words you say. 
If you should cry to me 
How beautiful the day: 
Beloved, I should see 
Two skimming birds, and you 
A single shining flower 
Under a sheaf of dew. 


My cry will not disclose 

My swallows, nor your words 
Reveal to me your rose. 

Beloved, keep your flower 

In silence, nor impose 

Your joy upon my joy. 

Nor souls, nor flowers, nor birds 
Can be exchanged with words. 


[ 80] 


(A heart shall never weep 
For lonely things and proud, 
Cliffs that withstand the flood, 
Rocks that receive the wave, 
Men who speak not aloud. 
If I could silence keep 
Honoring the poignant mood, 
Letting the foolish rave, 
I should be proud. 


[81 J 


F oy shall be one with pain 
The sun, the mist, the rain, 
Beauty that cries aloud 
And sorrow in a shroud, 
The lifted mood, 

The martyred blood— 

All shall be made the same, 
The sun, the mist, the rain— 
The springing of the grain, 
The breaking of the bread, 
The living and the dead. 


[ 82] 


FRIENDS, who never knew 
What times I lived in you 
And drank your cups of grief 
And walked by waters new 
Where strange dark flowers grew 
Making your souls my own, 
How deep my soul has grown. 


The griefs for which I cried 
Alone once on a time 

Have been identified 

With yours. So deep has grown 
My heart, I may not know 
Your sorrow from my own 

Or your strange souls from mine. 


[83] 


T should be, to have died 

A thousand deaths, and to await 

A thousand reawakenings O my friend, 
Death but a humbling of pride, 

A drawing inward, towards the lone 
And solitary reaches of the soul: 
And you shall be identified 

With bird and flower and dewy stone, 
Nor thus allied with beauty, 

Whisper or communicate 

The message to another living soul, 
It being yours to apprehend alone. 


[84] 


SIX SONGS WRITTEN IN SOLITUDE 





ITY with tender eyes 
And steadfast, quiet gaze 
Has made me very wise 
In all her ways. 


There is no barrier 

That grief has set, or pride 
I may not pass with her, 
My quiet guide. 


Her mysteries have made 
Compassion ease my heart 
And left me unafraid 


Of wound or smart. 


She goes her way alone 
Across the fields, what time 
Dew lies on flower and stone 


And the stars shine. 


[ 87] 


[88 ] 


TAR of the mist-blue hour, 
Clear amethystine flower, 

Are your prongs red or amethyst, 
Star of the mist, star of desire— 
Tear edged with fire? 


Why do you dart your beam 

Into my heart, bright star? 

Are your prongs sapphire or green 
Star of the mist, the fiery beam, 


Star of desire? 


Star of the twilight zone 
Trembling in heaven alone, 

Star of the brief, the plangent fire, 
To what strange pinnacles of grief 


Can men aspire? 


(0) THIN the vision clear 
Of sympathy that comes 
For other’s pain, does fear 
For yourself hold a part? 


Does your quick thought translate 
These other martyrdoms 
In terms of dooms that wait 


To fall upon your heart? 


Well take the strokes, and be 
To each one stark and sheer— 


Your own capacity 
A means to conquer fear. 


[ 89] 


TO) HY do you wish to keep 
Your sorrow hid away, 
Why is your grief so deep 
You never weep, but lay 


Your hands upon your scars? 


My sister, why retreat 
Into your grief again, 
There are a billion stars 
And life is brief. Your pain 
Small as a drop of rain. 


[90] 


RE ever Jesus Christ was dead 
Or little bands of men allied 
To him in faith were crucified 
For their belief in things he said, 


The poor were without hope, they cried 
For sorrow which they still must bear. 
They never thought that they could wear 


Grief for a crown, until he died. 


He left them with the crown and thorn 
The wine, the water and the bread— 
Come unto me for rest, he said, 


Ye who are sorrowful and worn. 


While there remains a priest to mix 
Water and wine for martyrdom, 
Be well assured, the poor will come 


To worship at a crucifix. 


[or] 


(0) HEN did you break 
Your chrysalis, O pale white moth? 
Close wing on wing, prolong your kiss 
Most fragile, and most transient thing. 


Spread wings, alight 

On silver cloth, on cloth of gold, 
From morn till night your span of bliss 
Endures, O white ecstatic moth. 


You have been born 

Today, and you shall mate and die 
Before night chills the flowers in this 
Warm field, frail butterfly. 


[92] 


EIGHT SONGS WRITTEN AT NIGHT 





Si 


OVER me with fold 

On fold, lay your dark 
Impalpable mantle 
Over my face, 

Cover my breast 

With your stole. 

Hold me in your arms. 


I have no pride 

To cover my soul, 
When I awake 

I cannot hide 

In darkness, I am stark— 
‘Take me in your arms, 


Fold me in the dark. 


Out on the hill 
You will take 
The trees in your arms, 
You have closed 
The petals of the clover 
And laid your mantle 
Over the sheep, O night. 
C95] 


e ANC soul I pray you fight 


No more against your thoughts, 
Allow the hurried flight 

Of birds to cross and range 
The confines of thy heart, 

Full of thyself thou art, 


Profound and strange. 


Let not your mind erase 
A vestige of yourself, 

If fiend or angel’s face 
Athwart the hurried flight 
Of birds should re-appear 
To challenge joy or fear 
Offer it light. 


[ 967 


Yours flowers stained in dyes 
Of Heaven, glittering flake 
Of sun or moon or star 
On fruit and flowers and leaves 
Within the wood, celestial skies 
At night and birds that wake 
At dawn and sing above the trees 
Of Eden—a bright snake 
Among the fruit and flowers at his ease. 


Fear of the beasts that prey 

In darkness, of the flood, 

The fire, the wind, the bolt 

Of thunder, fear of fright 

And of the thoughts that lose their way 
Among the shadows of the wood, 

Fear of the sharp delight 

In beauty, lust for blood 

And terror of the voices of the night. 


[o7J 


[ 98] 


HE term which you allot 
Me life I know not yet. 
Too brief it is for me. 
Too brief, and it is not 
Certain how brief ’twill be. 


I love the bird and star 
But soon the hour is set 
For me to die, and rest 
Alone where neither are 
In the dark earth’s breast. 


Since then so brief the glow 
That animates me, let 
Me ever see the star 


And hear the bird, and know 
How strange and deep men are. 


Tae Mother Night, 


I pray you, by 
The dust of stars 
And flowering weed 


Do you not hold 
One tethered seed 
In your deep breast 
Of earth and sky? 


Over the grass, 

The flowering mead 
The winds pass 
With wingéd feet ;— 


Stars are so old 
And flowers so sweet 
And dust of flowers 
So small, so light. 


[991 


CHALLENGE TO AN OLD WOMAN 


NCO do not scare me 
With those sunken wells. 


[ 100 7] 


Your ancient, tragic eyes 

Or with the soul that died 

Long since to life, but frightened cries 
Aloud for truce from dying, 

No, stern old woman— 

I will not be terrified. 


Are you a signal 

That the final word 

Is tragedy, O stern 

Old woman with the quenchéd flame— 
That fire which died in you will burn 
Nowhere to any purpose? 

Is this your signal, who 

Shall never live again? 


Tell me old woman, 

This I wish to know, 

What are the thoughts you think 
Alone in your stark bed, 


When, courting sleep, upon the brink 
Of death, you lie awake alone, 

This I would know, 

Who will be also dead— 


But since you died before 

Your final dissolution 

Perhaps you fear no death? 

Then I, resolved to keep 

My living shaft of breath 

May, when I’ve grown as old 
Face death with keen, sharp nerves 
While I am courting sleep? 


[101] 


[ 102 |] 


Or in the dark, 


And whip-poor-will, remote, 
Remote upon the hill; 
Silence and darkness—hist, 
Who was it smote 

Against my heart? 


Beyond the mist 

Who was it spoke 

And then was silent? Hark, 
The whip-poor-will 

And then again 

The owl, crying. 


The flitting spark 

Of firefly against the tree— 

Out of the dark who spoke to me? 
Listen! Far off upon the hill 
The cry of owl 

And whip-poor-will. 


ODAY the mower’s blade 

Made haste to kill 

A mole, my brother— 

I found him laid 

With closéd eyes 

And clenchéd claws against his hill, 
Nor had I seen another 


Creature more still. 


Stiller than aught besides 
Is death, my brother— 
There is naught so still. 
Today an infant dies, 

A mole against his hill, 
And one as quiet 

As the other lies— 
They both are still. 


[ 103 ] 











STAR 








STAR, which I should guess 
Defied both space and time. 
The night is full of stars, 

I stand and watch them shine. 
Smaller than most of these 
You are, but none the less 


Dark planet, you are mine. 


Within your arms you hold 
Green valley, grove and glade, 
High mountain range and hill, 
And forests dark with shade, 
Deserts, and waves that spill 
On rocks where stone is old, 


And cities men have made. 


I would ascend the stair 

Of every hill, and climb 
Your mountains, I would see 
Morning and evening shine 
On all your little towns. 

I would go everywhere 

On this dark star of mine. 


[ 107 J 


Yet I am sure I will 
Not ever live to land 
At bright Asiatic ports, 
Or live to cross the sand 
On camels, or to climb 
Up an Athenian hill, 


Or go to Samarcand. 


But little star, I’ve been 

To Venice and to Rome, 

I’ve sailed to coral reefs 

On stormy seas alone. 

I’ve seen Algiers. One time 

I played, when grass was green 


In meadows near my home, 


[ 108 J 


UMBRIA 


n Umbria the little hills 
Spring up from little vales 
Crowned with their fortresses and towns 


Like scenes from fairy tales. 


The young green trees against the sky 
Are frail and lovely there 
Their twigs and branches rise and spread 


Like seaweed laid on air. 


The Umbrian artists used to paint 
Valleys and fragile trees 
And hill tops crowned with little towns 


As exquisite as these. 


And pious in the lovely scene 
Mary, all richly dressed 
With ecstasy upon her face 
And Christ within her breast. 


In Umbria you think to meet 
When spring is green and frail 
The Virgin Mary on a path 
That winds across the vale. 


[ 109 |] 


ROMAN CAMPAGNA 


HE skylarks rise out of the sweet 
Sun-scented grass. They spring 
Upwards and shake the stars and bells 
Inside the grass. Not one, 

Ten thousand little skylarks spring 
Up from the asphodels. 


Sit down where the warm grass is sweet 
And fragrant with the spring. 

Among the sepulchres the sheep 

Nibble the grass. Sit down 

Among the tombs and sepulchres 

And hear the skylarks sing. 


[ 110 ] 


ALPINE SLOPE 


THE mountains hold 
The glaciers in their bosoms 
And the cold, imperishable snow 
Upon their brows, but you 
The dew upon your blossoms, 
Wild flowers, radiantly tinted 
Tipped with dew. 


[std 
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TUSCAN VILLAGE 


HERE is the church, the tower, the bell, 
There are the ancient crones, 

The children and the old, old men, 
There are the cobble stones. 


There is the crumbling wall, the smell 
Of pigs and cows, and through 
A vista down a narrow lane 


The vineyards, and the view. 


Outside their doors the gossips tell 
Their tales—they nod and sigh, 
A baby crawls into the street, 
An ass brays at the sky, 


A child draws water at the well, 
Her pitcher drips and spills; 
Beyond the walls the evening light 
Is shining on the hills. 


There is the tolling of a bell, 
The notes are shaken down 
Monotonously. One by one 
They drop into the town. 


TROPIC ISLAND 


T HROUGH the hibiscus hedge, the sea 
Purple and green; beyond 
The flowering oleanders,—blue 
And bright flat leagues of green. 


Have azure fish with yellow fins, 
The waving fans and screens 
Of seaweeds, or the coral reefs 


Produced these blues and greens? 


The red hibiscus lies against 
The sea, and gorgeous sheafs 
Of oleanders kiss the waves, 


The foam, the coral reefs. 
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WALLOwWsS that sink 

And rise and drop 

Upon the fields 

Where brownish pink 

The swathes of hot 

Sweet hay are spread to dry. 


Your wings are steely blue 
The shade of the still sky 

On a hot summer day, 

The breasts beneath your wings 
Are tinted brownish pink 

The color of the hay. 


I’m sure your breasts are warm 
And that your feathers keep 
The breath of fields they pass, 
They must be hot and sweet 
And smell of stubble 

And the drying grass. 


i: tt7') 


LIE and watch with quiet eyes 
The mild, the starless sky, 
In the dark night the fireflies 
Cross and recross each other’s flight. 
Were I a little child I’d cry 
See all the stars in the dark sky 
How bright they are, how large and bright! 


[ 118 ] 


HIVER receiving the delicate breeze 

Little white birch on your slender stem, 
Quiver the tips of your pointed leaves, 

Cool your green boughs with the sound of them, 
Lift up bright wings that strain for a flight, 
Leaf over leaf till the shadows slip 

Over and under each other, lay 

Light over shade and shade over light, 
Flicker white birch tree, shiver and sway. 


[119 ] 


HE wild red strawberries are found 
Inside the grass near the hot ground 
In fields where clover, meadow rue 
And shining daisies dry their dew. 

Dip down between warm stem and stem 
With your cool hand and look for them, 
They hang on little stunted stems 

In glowing clusters bright as gems 

In secret nooks where warmness slips 
Over your hand and finger tips, 

They taste of dew and night, and warm 
Sweet flowers scented by the sun. 


[ 120] 


IT CANNOT see the thrush that sings, 
Bring words to my lips, 
He sings in a thicket. 
Give me words, 
Delicate, unsubstantial things 
To touch with my finger tips. 
O place within my hands I pray 
Delicate words my hands will break 
I must have words in my hands to weigh, 


To whisper upon my lips. 
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wh RIP, drip, 


From all the trees, 
Fall upon leaf 

And under leaf 
With clear flat drops, 
Hang from the tip 
Of twigs, a brief 
White jewel— 
Spatter the leaves 
With silver. Spat. 
Drip on the leaves 
Your clear flat drops, 
Turn the grey bark 
Of all the trees 
Black, O rain. 


RIS spread your velvet cloth, 

I saw a baby humming bird, 
Whoever dreamed of such a thing, 
Was it child of bird or moth? 

I saw a baby humming bird, 


Iris, spread your wing. 


[123] 


HE wind is clear and quick, 
The leaves of the dark pear 
Shine bright in crystal air, 
The wind is on them. Flick 
Of leaf on silver leaf 
Shaken and crisply stirred 
To sylvan noises—fleet 
Scamper of little feet 

In leafy places—bird 
Squirrel or frightened hare. 


[124] 
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ITTLE spear of grass aslant 

Across another spear of grass 

The sun is shining on your blade 
You are gleaming like a sword, 

The wind has stirred you, but the ant 
Scaling your summit has not weighed 
Or bent you over, little blade. 





TWO SONGS WRITTEN AT DAWN 
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F you were part 
Of joy conveyed 
The little child 
Who heard 


How have you made 
Of joy so wild 

A heart so deep 

O bird 


That I should now 
Awake to weep 
When your first song 
Is heard? 


In the deep heart 
Where does joy start, 
Where is grief born 

O bird? 


[129] 


RB PTWEEN two worlds 
With dreams that still 
Float me across dim thresholds of the past 
I linger in the wide 
And misty corridor, until 
My re-awakening soul shall be identified. 


A shaft of breath 

And drowsy sighs 

Laden with grief, and yet with grief in strife, 
Two hands that press 

Together, opening eyes, 

And then the poignant consciousness of life. 


In what strange house 

Or tenement 

Do I awake with beauty for a sign? 
The planet still 

Is safe and permanent, 


And I may breathe, and know the instant mine. 


Upon the sill 
Of day, the moon 
[ 130 ] 


Waning, and an attendant star 

To dance with her 

Before the dawn 

Shall stir or quicken up the eastern hill. 


The moon and her 

Bright star will pale 

While I await and listen for the day, 
There is no note 

Of bird, no frail 


Sweet song to rend the garment of the grey. 


Out in the dark 

The cobwebs sag 

With dew, and traceries of leaves are bright, 
The slugs shall drag 

A silvered trail 

Behind them through the verdures of the night. 


There is a lamb 

Upon the hill 

Bleating forlornly, and among the trees 

A bird awakes 

And sings—a trill 

And then a twitter, and the drip of dew on leaves. 


In dewy boughs 
The birds awake,— 
Past 


The signals run from nest to mating nest, 
There is a stir 

A quickening— 

And tears are falling on my hands and breast. 


Is it for grief 

Or joy I weep? 

Above the hill another day is born. 
Light trembles, 

Birds awake from sleep— 

Is it for grief or joy I weep at dawn? 


Night follows day 

And dawns will break 

Upon the earth after a thousand years; 
There will be trees 

And birds shall surely wake, 

And men will listen, wondering at their tears. 


Sing little birds 

And let me weep 

While you awake among the dewy leaves, 
Beauty endures, 

But she shall keep 

Her secrets hidden in the grass and trees. 


[132] 
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S EA foam iridescent, 
Spun of cold salt water, shaking 


Upon this moon-cold stone. 


Sound, delicate, aerial 
Of the bubbles, breaking 


The meshes of the foam. 


Thin gold, amethyst, pale blue 
I hear them, opening 
Their lips on air and stone. 


E135] 


ORE fragile flowers are 
For gifts than glass, 
More delicate a star 
Than webs on grass 
To give to anyone; 
When dews lie grey 
Upon the grass, 
Beloved, let us pass 

In silence over it, 

Let the dew cover it. 


[ 136 ] 


LUTTER on air 
Apple blossom, 
Cherry, pear, 
Dawn-pink, 
Frost-white, 
Rain-sheer, 
Delicately sink 
On blade and spear 
Of dewy grass, 
Delicately drink 
The dew. 


Delicately wet 
Your leaf in grass, 
Apple petal, 
Delicately let 
The dew be laid 
On your leaf 
By spear and blade, 
Cherry blossom, 
Let the pear 
Be underlaid 
Delicately 
With glass. 

[137] 


On the grass 

The cobwebs lie 
Delicately, 
Delicately, 
Delicately. 

From dewy leaf 
And blade and spear, 
Apple blossom, 
Cherry, pear, 
Presently 

The dew will dry. 


[ 138] 


THREE SONGS TO THE WHITE FLOWERS 
IN THE WOODS 












a nike * i i %) Rect) ee i 7 " Ps é : +? ane S 
Be ee yt ee ie ae 
fe ns % “ J: St ng Bs 7 oS ~ aby ics o 


Fr, 


(0) Hite flowers, sprung from the dark mould, 
The withered leaf grown damp and cool, 
White flowers, exquisite and cold, 

Most ghostly and most beautiful, 


With scented, evanescent breath 

You stand where your white ghosts have stood, 
White flowers, little flowers of death 

And resurrection in the wood. 


[141] 


6 SAW you once, 
Once only in the wood 
Hepaticas, snow-cold, 
Whom children name 
Wind flowers, 
Flowers of snow. 


Before the blood 

Of beauty from your vein 
Had yet been spilled, I came 
A child into the wood, 
Wind flowers, 

Flowers of snow. 


What’s in a name 
Hepaticas? I only know 
I saw you in the wood 
Once only, not again 
Wind flowers, 

Flowers of snow. 


[142] 


ry HEN quietly 


Into the cool, enchanted wood I come alone, 
And stopping at the gates of slow 

Distilléd dusk I pause and turn, 

A child awaits me in the shade—we go 
Our way together through the shadowy wood. 


She walks with me, 

The branches move and stir; above our heads 
The rush of winds, the harmonies of leaves 
Have made her quiet, and she treads 

Softly upon the moss, we go 

In silence through the pathways of the wood. 


She takes my hand, 
Within the music of the mounting wave 
The sudden singing of a thrush is heard, 
The winds rush over, and I know 
With what clear happiness the bird 
Has filled the chalice of her lifting mood. 
£143 J 


Something occurs, 

Upon the petals of white flowers the sun 
Striking, or some movement of the trees— 

I do not know, but suddenly we run 

Together through the shadows in the wood 

And find ourselves before the flowers, on our knees. 


Within the wood 

I see white flowers with the wild 

Sharp ecstasy of childhood, her clear cries 

Are in my breast, I stoop to them 

And I behold their beauty with her eyes, 

And gather them with all the wonder of a child. 
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